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Solitude 


by Stephen Wheeler 


Fine, thin lines. 
What were they anyhow? 
Tiger stripes? Prison bars? Moonlight? 


Moonlight. 
Thin lines of moonlight seeping past my curtains 
and reflecting on my wall. | looked about and 


saw these fine, thin lines. | was feeling rather 
alone myself. 

School is fun. You see your friends there. Friends 
are people you do things with when school is out. 

| never, ever see these people again. When the bell 
sounds, they hop into their busses and disappear 
like the morning dew. | wonder where the dew goes? 


| am alone. 

All | have is time. Time and tide wait for no man; 
but me. 

| live by the sea. | hear the waves roll in and out. 
In and out. 


They sound like the faint heartbeat of your 
best friend about to die. He does die. The 
heartbeat stops. Yet, the waves remain. 
In and out. 
In and out. 
| wonder what solitude is? 
Is it being alone? Is it being in a void 
where black nothingness surrounds you, 
engulfing you? 
The day is over. It is night. | lie alone in 
bed. | adjust the curtains. The moonlight 
disappears. The black night surrounds me. 
“So, this is solitude,” | think as | fall . 


. asleep. 


drawing by Kitt Tittiranonda 


Evil Enchantment 


by Matthew John Lopez 


The very first feeling he experienced was one of supreme 
vastness. He felt as vast as the largest ocean. After the first few 
seconds, however, he reduced considerably. 


His feet left the ground and he penetrated some unknown at- 
mosphere. The stars around him were all dead and the planets 
were mere husks. He soared from planet to planet but found no 
life. 


The scene was changed and he floundered in a river of 
scarlet. It was blood. He tried to swim to some nonexistent 
shore. He saw he was approaching a waterfall and felt death 
close about him. As he fell from the edge of the cascade, he 
glanced down. He was falling into a sea of living corpses. Each 
of these corpses was decomposed far beyond any semblance of 
humanity. They beckoned to him as he fell. They were horrid 
and covered with maggots. Fear gripped his heart like a vice. He 
tried to scream but there was no air in his lungs. He fell into the 
corpses and everything was blackened. 


He purged the heart of darkness. He could see nothing save 
the evil night. Everything around him was cold. He reached out 
for anything around him but he felt infinitesimal. He began to 
weep and he folded his hands and begged for a light, any light. 


Suddenly, very far away from him, a minuscule light ap- 
peared and approached him slowly. A glimmer of hope shim- 
mered in his eyes. Closer and closer, the light converged upon 
him. It was a good light and it gently warmed the cold and 


brought a soft glow to the darkness. He laughed aloud. He 
reveled in the light and joy was brought to his soul. 


It was a good light but it came too close to him. It would not 
halt its approach. Soon the gentle warmth turned to a scalding 
wave and the soft glow became a piercing beam. The glare 
caused great pain to his eyes. His bare body was seared. This 
time he could scream, and his shriek was ear-shattering. Out of 
the brightness a figure emerged. It was a bizarre and beautiful 
mixture of a phoenix and a woman. It was composed entirely of 
fire. It was a dark angel and evil incarnate. 


It laughed an evil laugh and reached out to him. He could not 
move. As the ethereal beast touched him, he screamed. His soul 
was ripped from his body and tortured. His body was razed and 
disintegrated. 


The phoenix/woman flew off and journeyed to other planes 
of existence. 


Meanwhile, the remains of what this man was tumbled 
through the cosmos. His wounded soul contemplated what was 
happening. 


The ravaged man fell and spun and came crashing down 
through the trees and finally collapsed onto the earth.... 


He fell out of his chair. A cold sweat poured from his body. 
Slowly, he got up, sat in his chair, spread out another line of the 
fine white powder, and inhaled it... . and once again left the ter- 
restrial and soared through the cosmos. Ml 


When he turned eighteen he departed from home, 
But not with a goal to aimlessly roam. 

He enlisted in the service of God and man 

By joining the occupation of my father’s land. 


He was pure, righteous, and self-assured; 

To no conventional sin could he be lured. 

He was searching for a way to rule men’s heads. . . 
He was searching for a way to make men dead. 


He signed his name on an eight-inch tree 

And became one of the Proud that are never free. 
He did not get a gun to sling across his back. 

He got nineteen different killers in a tin shack. 


First, they stole his money. 
Then, they stole his hair. 
Then, they stole every rule 
Ever branded fair. 

They took him to the hills 
And dragged him in the mud 
And made him hate people 
And made him want blood. 


They took him to the sky 

Then threw him to the ground. 
He built up so much anger 

He could hardly hear the sound 
Of the dark, cursed women 
Crying for their sons, 

And the ten-year-old boys 
Crying for their guns. 


He had all the skills of their ideal man of God. 
He would do their bidding and be open to their fraud. 
He was obedient and servile and always understood 


That if his leaders demanded death, death was always good. 


So they dressed him up in rural garb 
And sent him to the fields 

And waited for the glorious day 
When he could be revealed. 

He was pure and righteous. 

He was self-assured 

And to no conventional sin 

Would God let him be lured. 


After a year in the fields 

His blood-thirsty nature became revealed 
So he journeyed to the City of Greetings 

And he attended some political meetings. 


He was given a book 

By a man named Ben Crook 

That told of the enemy belief 
That their occupying force 
Should be destroyed in the course 
Of the turning of a new leaf. 


Mogan read the book, 

And his mentor’s views he took 
To their greatest extreme. 
Fanaticism ruled his life. 

He would endure all strife 

To achieve his people’s dream. 
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Holy War 


by Sam Youakim 


Then the evening came. 

They called Mogan by name. 

It was his turn to go. 

His fervor he must show. 

He went in the stage door 
Radiating his valor. 

They threw him in a room 
Where four thousand sang his tune, 
And, much to his surprise, 

They all had murd’rers’ eyes. 

A man walked on stage, 

And the crowd became enraged, 
But when he raised his hand, 
They understood his command. 
Another took his place 

As the leader of their race. 

It appeared to be Ben Crook 
Grasping his holy book, 

And he parted the great tree. 
He was their Holy See. 


The room was about to ignite. 
The boys craved a fight. 

Crook began to speak. 

The boys’ knees went weak. 
They unleashed a mighty roar 
That was their fervor. 

Then they listened to Ben Crook 
And believed in his book: 

“Our cause is the holy one. 

With prayer and the gun, 

We'll crush the pagan horde 
That defame our mighty Lord. 
You will fight to the last man. 
You will take the holy plan 

And make it your life.” 

He pulled out a knife 

As a symbol of their force, 

And of his righteous course 

Of bloody, selfish action 

From which there’s no distraction. 
The boys loved what they heard; 
For they knew every word. 

They were ready for God's will. 
They were ready for the kill. 
“You will seek him in the field. 
You will scar him with our shield. 
You will seek him in the streets. 
There is no retreat! 

You will seek him in the womb. 
They must all be in the tomb. 
You will seek him on the seas; 
For he is Satan’s disease. 

Should you find him with his wife, 
Take both their lives. 

And you shall never die! 

You are the apple of God’s eye!” 


IV 


A fire-red sun rose on another day 

At a distant place a few miles away, 

The lovely green earth was warmed by the rays, 

And the shepherds guarded their sheep as they grazed. 
The first of four horsemen rode out of the sky 

Bringing destruction and air raid siren cries. 

And hundreds of bombs rained down death from above. 
One man’s vulture is another man’s dove. 

And the deliverers of death wore Ben Crook’s sign 

And went back to their city to have some wine. 


They sat around the mess and proclaimed the feast of God. 


They were feeling no remorse for the agony they caused. 
And in a distant place, smoke repulsed the sun. 

And shepherds hid their sheep and brought their guns. 
They have no horsemen, but they will fight to the death 
For their land, their families, their food, and their breath. 


Vv 


The second horseman begins his ride. 
He rides a horse that has no eyes. 

It never tires and never sleeps. 

It neither cowers nor retreats. 

It rapes the land like a flood, 
Washing the soil in hostile blood. 

It changes color to suit the terrain, 
And is driven by its five brains. 


The second legion strikes like lightning, 
Always killing and never dying. 

It buries the trench and levels the house. 
The enemy faces it like a mouse. 

It is in this legion that Mogan rides. 

The pride of a Titan deep inside. 


He loves the smell of rotting corpses 
Lying in the mud. 

He wishes he could dismount and 
Get closer to the blood. 


Vi 


The opportunity arises for Mogan to get his desire. 
The enemy resists. The second legion is under fire. 
Many horsemen lose their beasts to Diablo’s sword, 
But the riders escape the wrath of the pagan horde. 


One hundred riders walk the land. 

They are under Mogan’s command. 
They have no means of self-defense; 

So they must steal their lives, in a sense. 
They come upon a battle scene. 

Bodies are all that are left green. 


The charred wood homes and molten steel, 

The smell of the dead makes heads reel. 

The stench of burning rubber penetrates the air. 
The flies are the only beings that dare 

To approach the rotting flesh of God’s holy host 
Whose souls are with the Lord as their bodies toast. 


Mogan rejects his mind’s repulsion; 
He must plan his men’s retreat. 

He must get his men weapons. 
They mustn’t be open targets in the streets. 
He sees a half-eaten corpse 

With its eyes torn out 

That lies beside a rifle 

That God’s legions do not tout. 
The uniform is beige. 

It is not God’s host’s green; 

And by the rifle lies a book: 

God’s Men by Ben Zeen. 

There are many functioning weapons. 
They litter the bloody plain. 

The riders of the second legion 
Collect them and proclaim 

The glory of almighty God 

As he relieves his men’s duress. 
Mogan picks up the book. 

It has no textbook index. 

It is a holy book of sorts, 

Very much like Ben Crook’s, 

But the enemy is Mogan 

In the text of Ben Zeen’s book. 

It proclaims the glory of those 
That Mogan says come from hell; 
And it tells of how Ben Crook’s people 
Were hell-spawned, as well. 

It explains that all its readers 

Must find sturdy steeds; 

For vengeance is the goal 

Of God’s prophet Ben Zeen. 


God’s Men disgusts Mogan. 

He cannot believe his eyes. 

Ben Crook says the truth, the 
Converse of Ben Zeen’s lies. 

God supports the four-horse legions. 
He leads them in the quest 

For the destruction of Satan. 

The enemy fails at best. 


And beneath a mound of steel 

A body begins to move. 

It draws its holy weapon. 

It has God’s will to prove. 

The arm is beige but bloody; 
The eyes probe the scene. 

There, that man is just dreaming. 
It is Mogan in God’s green. 
God’s beige arm is aiming. 

The trigger now is held; 

And God's green is bloody. 

Now God’s green has been felled. 
God's beige casts its last breath; 
And hell’s green goes away; 

And hell’s beige is with him; 
And hell has gained two today. 


The first girl aboard belched loudly, observed Roger Picker- 
ing. He glanced at her with disbelief and indignation. Her 
drunken eyes glanced back at him. 


“Whatcha starin’ at, ya bloody pervert?” she slurred. 


He looked away and she took a seat by the far window. 
Others embarked and took their seats or hung onto leaning 
poles. 


The train began to move. 


Roger took the 5:15 train from Soho to Brighton every day. 
He lived in Brighton, which lies roughly fifty miles south of 
Soho, where he worked as a librarian. 


He thought of how everything had changed since he began 
riding the train. He was fifty-five and his hair was a mass of 
silver. Twenty-five years of riding the same train. Much, much 
too long. 


It was a forty-minute ride so he leaned back and tried to 
relax. The heat kept him awake, however. The sun was prepar- 
ing to set and at its hottest stage. 


He suddenly was overcome by the feeling that someone was 
staring at him intently. He glanced to his left and caught the 
eyes of a beastly vagrant. The man had a Mohawk haircut of 
black and green. His stare pierced the very heart of Pickering. 
Pickering shifted his eyes away from that demonic face and 
observed the man’s body. Whatever wasn’t clad in leather was a 
mass of scar tissue due to obvious knife wounds. He caught that 
evil stare again. Someone was crying and he wondered if it was 
himself. 

No, no, it wasn’t him, he realized. He decided to find the 
source of the wailing... anything to get away from the monster 
with the horrible hair. 

The source of the cry was to his immediate right. There sat a 
white teen-age girl with a tearful black infant. She tried to quiet 
the baby but to no avail. She then decisively placed the Negro 
baby on her lap, pulled her blouse over her head, unclasped her 
bra, and, after revealing her chest, began to breast-feed the in- 
fant. She turned to Pickering and smiled sheepishly. His jaw 
dropped. 

Why was he so jittery? he asked himself. Hadn’t he seen 
unsettling sights before? Twenty-five years, twenty-five goddam 
years on the train. He had ridden through the mod movement, 
the hippie movement, the punk movement. He had seen bad 
kids before. 

But it wasn’t just the kids...it was everthing. The heat seared 
through him. He suddenly realized the 5:15, that great metal 
beast, had become his enemy. And when this happened, he 
became very, very scared. 

He glanced around the car. The sights were depressing. A 
drunkard, a business man, a fat lady kicking her dog, a half- 
asleep junkie, the drunken woman who had entered earlier, 
others. All of them, imprisoned in and condemned by the train. 

He looked to his left — the creature with the mohawk. He 
glanced to his right — those breasts and that baby. What a 
color contrast there, he thought. 

Time passed and the heat rose. Sweat poured down his face. 
The air was as still that of a tomb. He could smell and hear the 
heat. 

The rear door of the train car opened and an attractive young 
woman stepped in. 

The latest sinner to be banished to hell, he thought. 

The woman walked across the car and looked at each man 
until her lithe neck turned and her eyes linked on Pickering. She 
stood directly in front of him. 
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by Matthew John Lopez 


He looked at her from head to toe. She had dark hair, light 
brown eyes, a large bust, and well-rounded hips. She wore a 
bright green leather blouse, a violet leather mini-skirt, silk 
stockings with high garters, and spike-heeled shoes. 


“Hi, there,” she said with a raspy voice. She then sat down on 
his right leg, facing him, one of her legs on either side of him. As 
she sat down it occurred to him that she wore nothing under her 
mini-skirt. 

Oh, my God, he thought. 


She continued, ‘My name is Misty. I’m sorry about this, 
really, except | couldn’t resist you when | walked in here.” 


Christ, he thought. A siren, a siren from hell. 


She leaned over and spoke into his ear. ‘“‘Look, | really can’t 
wait. Let’s get off at the next station. Don’t worry... I’m not 
expensive.” 


Bloody hell, a prostitute, he thought. She kissed his ear. 


Suddenly a skinny black man burst into the car. ‘Misty, 
dammit, you bloody wench. You work for me. What the hell you 
doin’2?” he shouted. He tugged her and her bare buttocks hit the 
floor of the train. 


She pleaded. “I’m sorry, Jesse. It wasn’t my fault. Honest. 
This bloke made a pass at meself as | walked by. Honest.” 


The pimp’s restless eyes caught Pickering’s. “Gotta teach you 
a lesson, Misty. You messin’ around too much. And as for you, 
mister, you gotta be the fall guy.” 


The menacing man revealed a silver .38 caliber revolver. Im- 
mediately fear struck Pickering down. O hell, a pscyhotic pimp. 
This is the end, he thought. 


The pimp took aim. 


There was a report and Pickering jolted. Blood splashed in his 
face and covered his clothes. He realized he was alive and 
glanced up. The pimp’s body contorted and he was hurled 
across the car. Blood sprayed from the pimp’s chest. 


The prostitute screamed and the occupants of the car 
gasped. 


Who shot him? Pickering thought. He looked to his right. The 
baby and the bare-chested woman were bathed in crimson. 


He looked to his left. He shook. There was Mohawk, holding 
an enormous pistol. The frightening savior got out of his seat. 
From his jacket he produced a badge and said, “Don’t worry. 
I’m a police officer.” 


Pickering nearly fainted. The heat intensified. The cop 
grabbed the prostitute by the arm and the dead pimp by the 
jacket and left the car with both of them. 


His hands quaking wildly, he removed a handkerchief from 
his pocket and wiped his face and clothes. 


He glanced to his right. The girl was already clean and was 
back on track feeding the child. He looked at the occupants. A 
drunkard, a business man, a fat lady kicking her dog, a half- 
asleep junkie, the drunken woman who had entered earlier, 
others. 


Don’t they see? Pickering asked himself. They sit there as if 
nothing had happened. Not one bloody thing. 

He was lost in the heat. He could not see. Where have | been? 
he asked himself. Out of my brain on the 5:15... 


When the police arrived he had broken through a window 
and was screaming at the setting sun. 


Roger Pickering never rode the 5:15 again. _—# 
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If | Had the Answers 


by Mike Galantino 


If | could fly ... why can’t | fly? 
If | could live my dreams... why don’t | try? 
Why does my soul remain in here, 
When it could be outside without any fear? 
The answers elude me, 
They’re not easy to see. 
But | hope to learn before | go; 
I'd give up a lot just to know. 
And if somehow | knew, 
Don’t worry — I'd tell you. 


The Great 


by Clayton Sinyai 


When you were just a kid 

Just a senior in high school 

You donned your Polo every day 
And called the nerd a fool 


You went through college in a haze 

Aimed for that business degree 

You boozed and partied with the best of them 
Pledged your favorite fraternity 


You never took off that Polo shirt 
You slurred the blacks and poor 
You partied your way to your MBA 
And dreamed of wealth’s allure 


You worked for a mighty conglomerate 
A number, not a name 

You always licked the boss’s boots 
Your underlings did the same 


You got your wealth and power 
You bought your homes and yachts 
Burglar bars and securtty guards 
Guard all the possessions you'd got. 


Only then did you realize 

How hollow material things are 
Only then did you discover 
What a shallow person you are. 


You looked to me for sympathy 


To my filthy mobile home you came in disgrace 


Amidst rotting trash in my yard 


You asked me for help — and | laughed in your face 


You dug your own grave — don’t ask me to lie in it 


You can rot there for all | care 

I’m not the one that sold my soul 

Go discuss it with your country club pals 
Try and get compassion over eighteen holes. 


A Night Out 
with the Guys 


by John Cullaro 


How sly the feline, how coy 

to think a boy a toy, 

to entice him with her lies, 

with her senseless flattering cries, 

to hold his hand and gaze into his eyes 
and say with a smile, 

“Can | wear your jacket awhile?” 

“Can | wear your ring,” she sings, 

“on a chain around my collar?” 
“Bern’s for dinner, my dear— 

Oh! Can you spare the dollar? 

and tomorrow will require... 

Oh... anything that | desire.” 

“A kiss? Good Heavens, No!” she cries, 
and sheds a tear— | don’t know why. 

| hear, this year, that she'll try... 

| guess as usual that they lied. 

“My hand! Good Heavens No!” she cries, 
“But when Mary Jane and Sue go by, 
Hold it just to show you’re mine.” 

By then growing tired 

of this feline my race has sired, 

| give her up in despair, 

too relieved to even care. 

Growing wise, | cry, “Goodbye!” 

and spend a night out with the guys. 


Raven Jungle 


by Matthew John Lopez 


The dense underbrush slowed ““B” troop considerably. The 
area around Quang Ngai was especially bad. 


The troop had to be careful; any false move could mean in- 
stant death. The jungle was raven black. 


Sergeant Wilson had been commander of ‘’B” troop since 
1968, almost a year before they entered the Quang Ngai area. 
Joe Wilson was a career man, a real soldier, a blood-and-guts 
man. He was feared and respected by his men. 


Wilson marched slightly ahead of the rest of his troop. Sweat 
poured from his face as he gnawed on his cigar. 


Corporal Morrell, his second-in-command, slowed down. He 
was scared. His rifle was constantly at the ready. He tried to 
concentrate but the heat and humidity seared their way through 
his skull. 


A private named Kralstein approached him. The youth was 
clearly shaken up by the whole ordeal. ‘Sir, I’m scared,” he 
said. ‘It’s so damn dark. It’s dark as hell.” 


Morrell told him to shut the hell up. But he didn’t. He kept 
on. 


“Sir,” he began again, ‘| can swear someone is following us. | 
swear to God. It’s not a Viet Cong troop; it’s one person. A terri- 
ble person.” = 


Morrell argued. He was whispering, but his voice sounded 
like a thunderclap to him. ‘Listen, idiot. This is a charted area. 
‘L’ troop and ‘D’ troop and ‘J’ troop have been through this area 
already without any trouble. This is not a Viet Cong occupied 
area. It’s a U.S. occupied area.” 


And he was right about that. The jungle was free of Viet Cong 
activity. But the Viet Cong were not what they had to fear. 


It was that horrid jungle of crimson and black. The jungle 
became aware of the troop’s presence and closed in about 
them. 


Kralstein begged Morrell to listen to him. Morrell tried to 
resist listening, but he couldn’t. Kralstein’s fear made him aware 
of his own. And, dammit, he was right. Panic flooded him and 
he tried to decide what to do. 


Sgt. Wilson told them both to shut the hell up, and B” troop 
marched on. 


A fog gathered but there was no body of water near. Soon 
they entered an especially swampy area. Muck covered the 
soldiers’ bodies. Snakes and other creatures darted about them. 
The crickets emitted a deafening chirp. As the sun began to set, 
even Wilson began to feel the presence. 


They walked into the village completely by mistake. One 
minute they were in the jungle, the next they were in the village. 


The villagers seemed just as shocked as the soldiers. The 
villagers ran, and, even though they didn’t want to, the soldiers 
opened fire. Morrell fired too, out of confusion. Every man, 
woman, and child in that village was killed. 


When the shooting was finished, blood soaked into the earth. 
Several of the tiny huts had been incinerated. 


Wilson surveyed the area. There was an amazing stillness in 
the air. The sergeant decided the troop would spend the night in 
the dead village. The bodies were piled on the edge of the 
jungle. 

Morrell’s stomach convulsed and he vomited three times. 

Night fell and the jungle was silent. 


Wilson, Kralstein, and the other two dozen fell asleep. But 
Morrell stayed awake. He felt the presence once again. 
Monstrous, evil, murderous, horrid, grotesque. 


It called to him, and he walked to it. He entered the jungle 
and saw a large mass silhouetted in the moonlight. 


He lit a match. 


There they were, in the evil heart of the jungle. Bodies. Not 
the bodies of the villagers, but the bodies of “L’’ troop and ‘‘D”’ 
troop and “J’’ troop. The troops that had passed through the 
jungle safely. Hah. 


He had a moment to laugh before his death. His eyes were 
scarlet and open as he lay there, dead. 


Then all the others followed him. The jungle consumed them 
and they cried. For the second time that day, blood soaked into 
the earth. 


The jungle grew quiet once again and calmed as dawn came. 


The raven jungle waited. @ 


Sirens 


by Mark Thomas 


| can hear sirens from my house at night. Uncontrollably 
shrill, they skirt along the borders of an epoch like some univer- 
sal answer to every mortal question. They remind me, 
sometimes, of frustrated ambitions and thwarted dreams being 
profoundly displaced by stoic altruists onto hostility’s front. 
Their sounds bring to a passionate mind the notion of a vessel 
of rage legalistically cruising ahead through time while break- 
ing all laws it upholds. | think, too, of adolescence. 
Schizophrenia. Celibacy. | wonder, then, what you may think 
when sirens cry through time. 


| have heard sirens from my house at the darkest, most ner- 
vous hours of a person’s conscious day. And again, during the 
brighter hours as well. 


| have heard sirens from school, when an entire third grade 
class stupidly rushed to the windows to see them scream. | have 
heard these hostile, bellicose yawps scream through night and 
day with the vengeance of war and the madness of eternity. 


| have heard them from within an empty stadium, where their 
passionate, synthetic trills echoed from wall to wall to wall and 
united to form a brilliant cacophony of blinding, raving screams 
that crushed my reason and made a crashing sweep into my 
helpless skull. 


| have heard them when my eyes, unable to see the sirens, 
somnolently regarded moon-cast shadows skirting the pages of 
the great Polish polonaise. During a darker hour, once, the 
music was real. 


| ran from the stadium into a slender, tapering alley whose 
faceless, nameless walls rose above me and above everything. 
If | had kept running, | fear | would have never stopped. If | had 
walked, the walls would have walked with me, and nowhere 
would | advance. 


The sirens came from above. No, from beyond; from 
everywhere. Then | knew there was an end to this synthetic 
maze | had wandered into, because | saw the twirling, pirouet- 
ting lights of the siren It wailed at the escape route of the gut- 
ter | was in. But it was so distant from me, and so alien to my 
place, that | would just as well have missed it totally. Its red- 


alternating-with-blue lights illuminated the damp, seemingly 
malleable walls that surrounded me, and | realized, perhaps for 
the first time, that the most subtle details, in a wall or on a 
plain, can cast the longest shadows, hiding both the other 
details and their shadows. 


Then the sirens disappeared, and we were all fed by a light 
from above. | suppose it was from above; | didn’t look. 


In the stadium, again, there was silence. 


Perhaps the sirens were in search of my murderer, who has 
been observing my house for a thousand hours. Perhaps now, at 
this nervous hour, he has seen my shadow through a window 
and decided that the best murder would be now. The pain of the 
blade screwing into my gut, he thinks, would be magnified by 
my fright. The breaking of the silence would improve the kill, 
and magnify the sensation that murder must hold. | would cer- 
tainly hate to die, then. 


Most unsettling is the silence the killer carries with him. Now 
| think silence can only be with the killer. 


But there is no killer for me. | have nothing to be killed for, 
but no reason to be saved. 


In the stadium, again, there was silence. 


| think that maybe, in a dusty, windless corner of my skull, a 
chorus was singing through solid silence; or a chant was stum- 
bling through the tapering, slippery corridors of my ancestry. 


Perhaps the monks were right, and scoff at us now. 


Perhaps not. Perhaps somewhere in that alley of sirens, a 
soliloquist strongly harangued some words of mine, but he was 
drowned out, and gave up. Perhaps these words just reached 
you now, having fought through the silence. 


Perhaps none of it is true. Maybe we misunderstood. We 
based all civilization on the absurd notion that every man 
means literally every word he says. 


At this dark, nervous hour, then, as | sit here slave to this scin- 
tillating candle, the dusty, windless corners of my skull lay un- 
frightened and undisturbed. 
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At this darker, nervous hour, one morning, | stood behind a 
closed curtain in my house. | regarded the great, heroic pages of 
the polonaise before me. | regarded their moon-cast shadows. 
Words, somehow, could never, and should never express their 
grandeur. Music is its own language. 


| played games with a basket of moonlight sitting next to the 
piano. A little mass of brightness sat quivering in a balsa basket. 
If | had merely touched it, | fear it would have gone mad flying 
about the room, through the doors, off mirrors, and into my 
skull. 


But it rested there through the night. How many hundreds of 
hours did | stare, | cannot tell. It slowly crawled out of its bed. 
Crawling slowly. Patiently. Undisturbedly up the side of the 
piano. Slower, then raking the keys. Where it stops, | thought, 
will live. 


With a tapering resolution, it stopped there. My index finger 
reached out for the black key. The moonlight rested on my 
hand and cast long, definite shadows, as it had done in the 
basket. | touched my finger to the point of the light, and swept 
off the somnolent layer of dust from it until the moonlight shim- 
mered from it like a star rising off the corner of blackness. 


The dust dispersed — annoyed, though. | lightly bounced my 
finger off the top of the key, without moving it at all. Then, the 
tone was called. 


The moonlight went mad. It burst into raving gestures all 
about the room, glowing red and blue with anger, clawing one 
wall and ravaging the next room, hurling itself into and off of 
mirrors, through windows, through doors, off the table, off my 
eyes, through my skull. 


| rushed to the window and grandly parted the curtains with 
bellicose, warring arms. To anyone looking through the window, 
| must have looked black, imposing, and epic. 


The curtains awoke. The room, variegated with flashing, 
dashing colors, opened its bloodshot, pupil-throbbing eyes. The 
house rolled in its sleep. | stared from behind the window into 
the raging, maniacal eyes of the sirens. They had arrived, and 
seeped through the curtains. Their inscrutable patterns had 
shattered the balmy night, wakened the dust and lashed the 
moonlight into tantrum. Belligerent beams bombarded my 
tone. Stopped the fighting in the streets. Woke the armored sen- 
tries with their glowing swords from within their grimy keep. 
Shook the planet. Then produced a blank thud whose anomaly 
would regret description. 


A head crashed below to the passionless street. Its hands and 
arms lustily slapped the tar. Disjointed, the impassioned body 
lay twisted and mangled by the bullets and the phantasmagoric 
sirens. The criminal was dead. The sirens devoured the body. 
The sirens hushed “silence,” went dark, and cruised ahead. 


The awakened, sunken eyes of the house shut. It rested. The 
curtains swung back to where they had hung. All the evidence 
of the past outburst was a house full of tiny, colliding, confused 
specks of lost dust. But the sirens wouldn’t worry about that. 
The criminal was dead. My murderer was crushed. 


The most unsettling part of the killer’s death is the silence 
that is carried with it. | can never know if the silence | hear is 
creeping up on me or if it is the inimitable sensation that only 
silence could have brought. 


Listen for the sirens, now. Hear the screaming tones. Then, 
know that the silence that was there is the silence which 
returns, though it was never gone. 


Silence is inimitable. Nothing is near the sensation of trying 
to hear sounds that are not there. Silence is unexpected. Silence 
is here. 


| Was Crossing the Street 


by Sam Youakim 


| was crossing the street on the way to work 

When | met a strange man by a strange quirk. 

He came from the ground, crawling through a hole 

And | could tell his underworld was taking its toll. 

And | posed to the man, ‘From whence came thee?” 
He said he came from the land where all things run free. 
He claimed to never be chained, never enslaved. 

He controlled his destiny and received what he craved. 
| responded saying, “Good sir, surely you jest. 

There is no place where we can escape life’s test.” 
With solemn eyes and etched face he said, ‘Jest? Not I, 
But find it not in heaven. It rests not in the sky. 

The perfect life for me rests in the underground; 

For | am never lost, and I’ve never been found, 

And | walk in the earth’s darkness, escaping God’s light, 
And | control the track that controls all people’s plight. 
| have no companions and | owe to no soul, 


But to me all pay their lives’ toll.” 


| said, Dear fellow, repent and live above ground, 

For surely you shall perish and never be found.” 

He said, “| walk alone, for hell burns me from inside. 

The human race is a vile beast and underground | hide. 

It is my shield and gleaming sword that fights the beast away. 
And | shall be content to ruin some more people’s days.” 
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There’s a ringing in my ears. It is a constant, irreversible 
screaming. It is a constant dissonance stroked by a million 
violins. It is shrill. It is constant. 


There’s a ringing in my ears that destroys all silence. For this, 
| am never alone. Silence is never mine. For this, some sound, 
some music, voice, or all-consuming thought is always with me. 
When | am totally alone — sitting in my car, or lying around the 
house — my head is screaming inside of me. 


There’s a ringing in my ears, and there are spots floating 
through my eyesight, bouncing on your forehead when | look 
you in the eyes. Sometimes when I’m walking, often when I’m 
reading, and always when I’m driving, these spots of madness 
go bouncing about in my eyes and skull at chaotic intervals, 
changing direction whenever | blink. They remind me of those 
confident, secure people who look me straight in the eyes when 
they talk with me, regardless of the fact that | am looking 
elsewhere. Their eyes will just follow mine, seeking something 
in me. | see them often. | see them tonight. 


“You play the piano very well,’”” | remember one of them tell- 
ing me. 

“Oh! Thank you,” | said. “Do you play at all?” 

“Oh, not really. | took lessons for ten years, though — prac- 


ticed a half-hour every day — | don’t know what it was; | never 
really got anywhere. | quit during college.” 


“That’s too bad. You should’ve stuck with it.” 


“Yeah, | know that now. My father majored in music at the 
University of Georgia. 


“He played the piano, too. He did pretty well, | guess. No one 
ever told him he was Vladimir Horowitz or anything, but he 
played in public a few times. He was showing me some recital 
programs once.” 


“What does he do now?” | asked, having some idea of what 
the answer would be like. 


“He sells telephone systems in Baltimore.” 
“Oh. That’s good . . . a good job.” 


“Yeah, well...” He held a suspended thought, as though he 
was about to toss it, but he dropped it, and changed the subject. 
“Piano looks like fun, though. It’s really weird to sit here and 
watch your hands just go like that. | was thinking | might learn 
to play this summer. | would have to start all over, but it doesn’t 
look too hard to figure out. Right now, | can’t even find middle 

“C,”” | interrupted. 

“Huhe”’ 


“It’s middle ‘C.’ There is no middle ‘A.’ At least it’s not nor- 
mally called that...” 


“Oh, yeah... whatever that middle thing’s called — | can’t 
find it.’” 


“That’s too bad.” 


| had been hired by a friend of a friend to play background 
piano at this big classy party. Fortunately, | knew most of the 
people there, so | wasn’t totally on my own as | usually am at 
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Tragic Houses 


by Mark Thomas 


these things. Most of the people there were decent (some more 
than others), and they were all very rich. | remember how | used 
to laugh at my piano teachers who encouraged me to keep tak- 
ing piano lessons so that one day, | could get a job in a place 
like this, play the piano for a few minutes, meet women, eat, 
meet more women, play a little more, and get paid for the 
whole thing. | still laugh at those teachers, because they were 
right. 


| don’t make it a practice to do too much socializing at these 
things. Anyway, I’m serious about what | do, and enough people 
have problems believing that, to the point where | have to show 
them that | really need to concentrate on what | do. | do enjoy 
the people, though. 


The party was budding with intellectuals, scientists, doctors, 
artists — eternal over-achievers, most of them were. They were 
fun to talk to, all of them, in some way; whether they were ig- 
norant, intelligent, talented, or just boring, | could always find 
something to talk or laugh about with them. 


Some of them would talk about something — anything — 
and make allusions to every facet of knowledge in every field 
of specialization — math, science, music, literature — and they 
would alway know exactly what they were saying. They would 
always hear themselves and listen to their own words, know 
what every word meant. It was truly unique. 


“What's your new book about, Fred?” 


Yet, they seemed stoical — wrapped up in their knowledge 
and their capacity to know; absorbed in everything that was 
happening, and too attentive to miss even a word. They sat 
around the house a lot — thinking. 


They weren’t what you would call close-minded, but they had 
minds open only to certain things, and that was, and always will 
be, their tragic flaw. 


“I’m not quite done with the book, yet. It’s about how the dif- 
ferent types of minds work and how that relates to the 
schoolhouse and working.” 


“What is the main point of your book?” | asked. | had been in- 
vited to take a break and eat dinner with a group of people | 
knew fairly well. | sat down at a large round table as a waiter 
was serving us, asking us if we wanted gravy on our mashed 
potatoes. There were nine of us lounging lazily and luxuriously 
around the table. 


“Well,” he said as he plopped his napkin on his empty plate 
and quickly developed a distant, glassy glaze over his eyes. 
They were brown eyes, deep in emotion and understanding, that 
would easily plummet to the depths of an idea and never miss a 
detail. He had the eyes of a Jesuit priest, the mind of an artist, 
and the imagination of a genius. For this, he radiated warmth 
and security; his head was clear and his mind open. Through his 
security, we learned from his house of knowledge. 


“| sought to classify two types of minds — the analytical, or 
scientific, and the emotional. You see, the mind, if | may refer 
to it as one thing, works in many ways, but it is somehow either 
passionately or analytically that the two types of minds learn 
the same things. In the book, | discuss the theory of having a 
mind within your mind; that is, an internal brain that is used for 


special occasions when you want to sound smart or show off 
your knowledge. | think | called it the ‘trivia house,’ or 
something stupid like that. The knowledge of these two minds, 
while they are of equal capacity, is never equal; | compared the 
idea to a graph of an asymptote — the lines grow closer and 
closer, but they never meet. | had a whole chapter on this 
analogy as it applies to humanity, government, bureaucracy, 
and human relationships.”” 


“So how does the mind work?” someone asked. 


“Well, the analytical mind will take things one step at a time. 
It is able to see things as they will be with better foresight than 
an emotional mind, which absorbs information and ideas as a 
whole, and not as a collection of details. The emotional mind 
will memorize something, and understand it later. He tends to 
learn things a lot more securely in the long run, understanding 
concepts and ideas as opposed to straight facts, but he tends 
not to do well in school.” 


“When will you be done with your book?” | asked. 
“I’m not sure yet.” 


He would never finish his book. He would be distracted by 
some other idea, absorbed in it, and he would pursue it. He 
would unwittingly begin writing the closing chapter of his book, 
but he would suddenly hate his creation, and he would toss it in- 
to his desk drawer and forget about it. In his house there lay 
volumes of his writings, ranging from unresearched research 
papers to unfinished novels to comic strips serialized only in the 
author’s mind, and they sat there in his closet or in his room 
where he kept them while he went to work every day as an in- 
surance adjuster. Oh! literacy is wonderful, isn’t it? 


The waiter took Fred’s plate and supplied it with three messy, 
gnarly pieces of barbecued chicken, buttered French green 
beans, three rolls, a healthy portion of mashed potatoes, and a 
glass of champagne. 


“Would you like gravy on your mashed potatoes, sir?’ he 
asked. 


“Yes. Thank you.” 


| lifted my napkin as | prepared to eat. A little lint and dust 
flew off and circled up to the ceiling. The ceiling itself was very 
high up, as it would need to be to provide room for the three 
gigantic chandeliers that hung from there. The whole room was, 
in fact, quite huge; | would guess that there were about four 
hundred people there. 


These people, all these anonymous, forgotten people at these 
massive social gatherings, represent, to me, rebellion and anger 
toward the society that led them to be drawn into anonymity. 
The worst, most frightening thing in the world to these people is 
the notion or possibility of being forgotten after they die. They 
know, having seen others die and be forgotten, that they too 
will be forgotten after they die. But they ignore this and con- 
tinue doing what those who have died did. They have a really 
good time, too — to spite the people who will be remembered 
when they die. 


We don’t talk too much about immortality at these parties. 
We try not to think about it, either. 


| ate a very hefty amount of food, as did most everyone at the 
table. We all felt quite drowsy, and several of us nearly nodded 
off a few times. 


The conversation continued, and | returned to the rickety 
Steinway grand in the corner of the room. It was elevated on a 
platform about four feet off the ground. There were 
microphones around it, so that party-goer number four hundred 
at the opposite end of the universe could hear me over some 
loudspeakers. | played a Schubert Impromptu, and talked to a 
few more people. Some people were still eating dinner when | 
had finished eating. The plates were so steamy and hot that the 
mist from them rose straight from the plate to the ceiling. From 
a distance, it looked like the tables themselves were steaming. 
At the proper angle, | could see steam puffing out of someone's 
ears, or off his head, or from his neck. 
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In a cynical way, | loved listening to the intensity with which 
the dinnertime conversations were conducted. Sometimes, the 
only difference between hearing these people talk and hearing 
high school girls gossip was the manner of exchange among the 
speakers. 


“Mr. Everwood was run over two nights ago by someone ina 
VW Bug,” said John Bay. 


“Didn’t you see it happen?” asked someone. 


“Yes. Wendy and | were going home after the symphony con- 
cert when we saw Mr. Everwood and his broken down car on the 
interstate. Naturally, we stopped to help, but as we were getting 
out of our car, a yellow Volkswagon zoomed out of nowhere 
and creamed him. It was a terrible sight.” 


“Is he all right?” 


“| don’t really know. He didn’t seem to be that badly hurt, but 
I’m sure he broke a leg. He’s in the hospital.’ 


“Fred, your cousin Amy owns a yellow Volkswagen, doesn’t 
she?’ asked Mr. King. 


“Yes, | guess she does. Please, though, her name isn’t ‘Amy,’ 
it’s ‘Ami,’ as in ‘grammy.’” 
“Oh, of course. I’m sorry.” 


“Don’t be. She just bought the car last summer. It was brand 
new, and it still seems to be that way. She’s been in Miami all 
week.” 


“Oh, | hate that town,” commented some unidentified voice. 
“How does she like it?” 


“She might buy a house there.” 
“Oh, really?” 


“Yeah. She seems to be enjoying herself, whatever that 
means.” 


“Oh, Fred, that’s what | like about you; you’re so uninten- 
tionally cynical at times!” Mrs. Barber cut in. 


“Well, what can | say?” 


“There you go again! | just love it, that’s all! ‘What can | say?’ 
That’s so funny! Well... okay. You can say why you didn’t go 
to Miami with your cousin.” 


“Miami, Florida? Never would. | was there.” 
“Huhe”’ 


“Ami and | went to Miami last year, and I hated it. There were 
too many Florida crackers and hicks having their redneck fun in 
their pick-up trucks at the beach on A1A and on Biscayne 
Boulevard; it made me sick, especially when Ami started get- 
ting into it.” 


“Oh,” 


The smalltalk, doubletalk, and meaningless, forgettable trivia 
floated into the air throughout the night. Some of them would 
spit when they spoke, sending little clouds of salivary mist up to 
the ceiling. Most of them were more controlled than to spit all 
over the place, but Jennifer King, a long-time friend of mine 
who had been sitting at the dinner table with me, came to talk 
with me in the middle of the Pavane for a Dead Princess, and she 
had no inhibitions about slobbering on herself and others. | 
didn’t really like her very much, though | had known her for 
over five years. She didn’t really belong with this set, but she got 
married into it thinking money would make her happy. Unfor- 
tunately, she still retained the idiotic, painful adolescent 
ideology that all problems can and should be ignored and 
forgotten about. | had seen, over the years, that she wasn’t hap- 
py at all, and she knew it, but there was nothing she would do 
now. 


14 


GENESIS: A Prologue 


(-9) 


(-6) 


(-1) 


(1) 


by Mark Thomas and Elliot Cotto 


In the end 
Darkness returned 
Once again 


God had said 
“Let the light 
Be dead.” 


It was done 
And it was fun 
Without the sun 


And the earth grew cold 
All the creatures died 
Except one remaining still daring and bold 


Now God approached 
This problem of 
The roach 


Ancient survivor 
Of every epoch 
And every error 


He thought to crush them 
With His foot 
“But My foot’s too big for ’em!” 


He was confused 
“What do | do? 
Put ‘em in zoos?” 


“Where did they go? 
By God! 
Oh No!” 


“| can’t see! 
It’s dark as hell 
Where the light be?” 


In the beginning... . 


Quandary 


Love (Life) 


= 


by Mike Galantino 


| want 
toununness 

but where? 

to hide... 

in there? 

TO Cares. 
without touch? 
to hate... 
but how much? 
to laugh... 
but why? 
tomtly- 

how high2 
tordie-z. 

so soon? 

to love... 

but whom? 


Choose 


Bugs 


by Willy Plazewski 


On the road 
in spring and fall 
they come out 
we kill them. 
Roads unclear 
white and gooey 
we'd stop to save 
them but, too many, 
they are slow, 
pairs they come 
pairs they go. 
Salt and paint 
coagulates 
with corpse. 
Into the radiator 
they go, on our 
Sunday drive. 
NO ONE HERE 
GETS OUT 
ALIVE. 


As we spoke, | made her laugh once, and she spat her drink 
out into a fine mist, as other had done. No one else did it quite 
as much as she, however, and | was reluctant to sit too close to 
her because of it. | guess it’s more civilized than just spitting on 
the ground like sixth graders do, but it’s still pretty gross. 


After dinner, several people lit pipes or cigars or something 
less offensive than a cigarette, and they stared blankly until 
Peter Simonds, the host of the party, introduced the guest 
speaker for the evening. 


“Ladies and gentlemen. . .’” Mr. Simonds began. ‘May | have 
your attention, please?’” The muttering voices quickly disap- 
peared. 


Peter Simonds stood behind a podium which was perched at 
the middle of a very long table, where all the honored, richest 
guests sat. The table was raised on a platform about six feet off 
the ground, and it was solid oak, decorated with red and blue 
flowers in expensive china vases and nameplates for all these 
seated at the table. From where | was seated, which was now 
back at the table | had eaten at, Peter Simonds was un- 
touchable to me. His image was tiny, and | gave up trying to 
figure out what he looked like. 


He was the appropriate host — well-mannered, rich, very 
literate, and, from what | had heard from his close friends, a 
true genius. Unfortunately, he was shy about his genius, and he 
rarely shared it. He possessed that rare ability of taking several 
unrelated ideas and merging them into one new idea. Einstein 
did it. Van Gogh did it. So did this man. He possessed that frame 
of mind we all possess just as we are about to fall asleep — 
open, vulnerable, and capable of merging everything around us 
into one dream. For this, his presence was treasured. For this, he 
had many impersonators, and his dreams lived on through 
them. 


“I’m very glad that so many of you could make it here 
tonight,” he said. ‘‘We have gathered here for a very special 
night, indeed. Tonight marks .. .”” 


His words resonated with a vibrant fullness throughout the 
room as if some other man in the room or in another room was 
speaking these same exact words. 


“1 am very pleased, now, to introduce to you the editor of the 
Oxford Universal Dictionary of the English Language, Mr. 
Charles Talbut Onions.” 


As Mr. Onions approached the podium, all was silent. | heard 
a distant orchestra miles and miles away, screaching louder 
than any man had ever known possible. He spoke, at last. 


“1am very pleased to be here this evening. It thrills me great- 
ly to announce the near completion of the ninety-seventh edi- 
tion of The Oxford Universal Dictionary.” 


The audience burst into unrestrainable peals of hysterical 
laughter. John Bay spit his champagne out into a cloud in front 
of him. Mrs. Barber, who was already in tears with laughter, had 
to lend Jennifer King her handkerchief to blow her nose into, 
because her mouth was full when she suddenly started 
laughing. Jennifer was certainly laughing, spitting, and wheez- 
ing the hardest and loudest of anyone else at the table. 


Fred’s unexpected horselaugh expelled from his mouth some 
indescribable, almost sub-earthly conglomeration of jelled 
bodily substances that must have been some as of yet unnamed 
corporal scurrility. 

“We have added dozens of new words, many of them 
technical terms, which I’m sure many of you will find quite 
useful.” 

We were rollicking before long, and eventually, the laughs 
and giggles turned into guffaws and offensively gutteral 
chortles that hurt the throat. Someone at another table sounded 
like a living manifestation of sin when his laugh turned into a 
satanic yawp or yowl or whatever you yearn to call it. 
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It was really pretty offensive to me, all this laughing and car- 
rying on; | don’t think these people were quite ready to be so 
amused. | was glad when Mr. Onions began drawing his speech 
to a close. 


“All of these additions to the English vocabulary are certain 
to enhance your use of the language and make you more aware 
of the ability language has to communicate ideas and facts. 
Thank you for your attention.” 


The crowd howled almost in unison as the speaker returned 
to his seat. Slowly, the laughter ceased, and Mr. Simonds got 
the party going again. 


| quickly returned to my place at the piano, and | played with 
unusual abandonment and intensity; | succeeded in closing out 
the murmurings of the crowd around me. 


There was a cloud over the evening, and | felt it closing in on 
me and on the people who made it. It shook us all, | think. It 
made us think about ourselves and our places in our minds. 
There was certainly a cloud over us all for the rest of the even- 
ing, and the rest of our lives. It made me play the piano. It made 
others deliver mail. It made some writers. It made still others 
telephone salesmen. It made us all build houses. 


“Mark,” said a voice from outside a dream, ‘‘you can stop 
playing, now.” 


| looked up; everyone was gone except for myself and the 
host, Peter Simonds. | didn’t know him very well at all, having 
only two short telephone conversations to set up the present 
engagement, but | felt myself being drawn into his deep, know- 
ing eyes as a child is drawn into magic. 


“Everyone’s gone, Mark,” he said. ‘““Here’s your check. You 
played very well; | got a lot of good comments.” 


| looked across the dozens of tables and acres of floor that 
were the grounds for this huge party. It seemed exhausted, to 
me, as though everything it had in it was consumed. | looked at 
Peter Simonds, and he was staring at my eyes intently, because 
he knew what | was thinking. 


“Peter,” | said. : 

pA) folio = 

MNETE’S thIS.. i tNeNC Sra, It Sars Un orn, 
The room was totally silent. 


“There’s a ringing in my ears... it never seems to quit. 
Whenever it’s quiet, my head screams its loudest. | can’t do 


anything about it. Do you know if | can?” | looked him right in 
the eyes, where a spot bounced spastically; it jumped up and 
down on his forehead. 


“It’s called tinnitus.” 


“There are these spots in my eyes, too. They’re everywhere, 
sometimes. They make me crazy, Pete.” 


“They’re called phosphenes.”’ 


| abhorred his knowledge for an instant — this man was no 
genius! 


But then | was drawn into his eyes. 


A spot came across his eye. It bounced out of his eye and on- 
to the floor. | looked at him. He was staring at me, still. He in- 
haled deeply through his cigar, sent the smoke up to the ceiling, 
and left me there. 


| picked up his phosphene and put it in my pocket. Then | 
played a chord, and left. 


In the parking lot outside the place, | fumbled for the right 
key to the car door. 


“Wasn't that speaker just the biggest bore?’”’ a clarion voice 
uttered to other agreeing clarion voices. “Who was that, 
anyway?” 


“Y’know, | don’t remember.” 

“No? | don’t think | do, either.” 

“Well, what does it matter, right? He won’t remember us.” 
“Exactly!” 

“To mortality!” a male voice boomed. 

“To mortality!” they all shouted. 


They danced freely across the vast parking lot and through 
Central Park, kicking their feet and clapping their hands and 
yelling: how tiresome it is when old people try to be young. 


They got into a luxurious black Cordoba, and they were 
swallowed up by the foggy night. | left. 


| drove routinely, whistling tunes and humming melodies, 
and hearing the radio, until | finally arrived home. It felt safe to 
be back at my house, again. 


| turned the car off in the garage. The silence made me mad. 
My ears, my brain, my soul screamed at me. | hit the steering 
wheel once, then | cried. 


It was over, for me. | would be remembered, now. 
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Living Poetry 


by James Lopez 


Smoking from the west, the gange was good this night. Even though it was good 
three/fourths of the time it was exceptional tonight. There was a delicious quality about it, 
it flowed in and captured my mind as a prisoner to be toyed with and opened with lashings 
and slashings. The pressure felt good; it kept me in contact with the sofa where | always 
received my best ideas, thus I awaited inspiration with opened mind and mouth (my lungs 
being satisfied at this point). 


The first idea that entered my mind was her long legs stretching from ground to sky like 
William Carlos Williams said and they were appletrees with sweetest fruit. | found myself 
looking through the phonebook for her number to see if | could find her, but the task was 
impossible. 


| dreamt she had died through suicide in a romatically involved situation with me. It 
seems we were trapped in a room and suddenly we began to drift apart. We couldn't stand 
it and rather than die we committed suicide so our souls could live together. Too bad it was 
just a dream. 


Poetry, | remember poetry with her was an obsession endlessly reading, talking, living 
poetical lives in verse: 


Together we'll touch the placid space 
Float to Saturn’s moon 
Touch love’s celestial face 
Freedom is ours | can 
Taste it when 
we 
kiss 
Living poetry as Kerouac lived as Thomas lived poetry but now | live math. Numbers 
shape me as they shape my square room as they shape my square wife as they shape my 
square kids on computer keyboards. Alas, | long for the beach. | long to see the Van roll up 
my driveway and take me to see the life that exists beyond my window. 


My love is of a birth as rare 

As ‘tis for object strange and high 
It was begotten by Despair 

Upon Impossibility 


Therefore the love which us doth bind 
But Fate so enviously debars 

Is the conjugation of the mind 

And opposition of the stars 


“The Definition of Love’ — Marvell was our anthem; our flight on dove’s wings. 


What happened | don’t know, this gange helps bring back some feel, but her is my gange- 
girl. She was what kept me on my sofa. | remember the night on the beach as we read by 
candlelight and she told me of her life, of her innermost piece of what she was created of 
what her mind operated and | fell and fell into the abyss of her mind never wanting to reach 
bottom. | reached over the kerosene lamp which shone a light upon ‘‘How Do | Love 
Thee?” and will all my heart | reached over and kissed her and told her | wanted her on the 
beach forever and we could survive on love and poetry and we did but as we lay back and 
put our heads on the sand... 


“Get up from the sofa. You look like a Bum, go get a job. You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself, you Pig!” 


1 used to love her so much. What happened? She had become numerical and square. 


| love thee with the breath, 

Smiles, tears, of all my life! —and, if God 
choose, 

| shall but love thee better after death.” 


| took a fetal position on the sofa, reached over, and took another puff of gange. 
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Thresholds to Pain 


by Willy Plazewski 


Virgil bites his tongue 

Virgil turns his head 

Eve slashes her tongue 

Eve shakes her head 

Virgil wipes his optical perspiration 

Virgil has Eve’s face in his breast 

Eve dries her tear-ridden face 

Eve has her face in Virgil’s breast 

but Eve moans in labor 

while poor Virgil moans at the passing of a stone 


A Sonnet 


by Joe Tamborello 


The influence of her gaze gives me direction 

Like a pillar of light with energy flowing. 

The power in her eyes seeks a burning reflection. 
My flammability detected, she revels in knowing. 

| am now prey for the huntress of flame. 

Like a stick of wood ignited, my intensity will grow. 
Her eyes reveal me, and | shudder in my shame. 

| never thought my vulnerability could show. 

But she transcends all preconceived thought. 

She pierces the heart with fiery force. 

My actions aren’t mine, and | do not what | ought. 


Her whims penetrate my limbs and give them their course. 


At last | approach her, to the huntress | have lost; 
Her flame consumes me, and my soul is the cost. 
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The Social Ladder 


by Elliot Cotto 


The rich have the MONEYS 

The bourgeoisie the CHANGE 

The poor, they have NOTHING 

BUT TO ME THEY’RE ALL THE SAME 


Sonata 


by Mark Thomas 


Was it done in his name? 

| don’t remetaber what time it is. 
Put your shoes on. 

What does ‘‘perspicacity’’ mean? 


Don’t do that, the television is talking to me. 


Wrap the bandage tight. 


Love Is Life 


by Mike Galantino 


Love is life. Life is love. 

Simple and pure as the peace dove. 
To live, therefore, is no lie, 

But to separate is to die. 


Let’s All Nonconform 


by James Marshall 


Let’s all nonconform. 


Let’s all not do what we’ve been told since we were born. 


All adults are irreversibly insane. 
School and studying are totally inane. 


Let’s burn anything associated with Madonna; 
Let’s do it because we wanna. 

Let’s all revolt against Prince; 

Whenever | look at him it makes me wince. 


For a day let all the 4.0’s become 0.4’s. 


For a day let the janitors take over the English Department. 


For a day let the J.V. be the varsity. 
This stanza isn’t about conformity, but if it were, 
that would be conforming, wouldn't it? 


Let’s legalize drugs for a day. 

Let’s abolish the dress code for the day. 
Let’s make it possible to do anything. 
Let’s legalize all that’s illegal. 


For embezzlement give all-day suckers; 
For armed robbery give kisses and puckers. 
For felonies give turkeys, 

For vandalizing, Beef Jerkies! 


Let’s throw all calendars away 

So we won't have to keep track of all these silly days. 
Let’s throw away clocks 

So we won’t care about the number of ticks and tocks. 


Let’s all buy six-dollar Timex watches 

And vaporize our swatches. 

Let’s throw away our Kleins 

And go shopping in Goodwills and Five and Dimes. 


Let’s be our own selves today and not listen to 
advertisers’ babblings 

About what we should have and what not. 

Let’s go against tradition for a few days 

And eliminate all of society’s mores. 


Well, excuse me while | put on my Sergio Valentes 
And go romping around with all the trendies. 

I'll buy whatever is in fashion 

As long as it’s the lastest passion. 
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And We Sleep, Together 


by John Hanlon 


The kiss meant nothing to you 


but she closed her eyes and breathed 
The only pleasure came from her joy 
her hands gripping your arm 


—pulling you closer 


The passion had to rest (as well as you) 
and could not wait to sleep 

You had wanted to fall asleep together 
it finally happened and you woke up 


—late 


A quick kiss goodbye and ten minutes later 
driving very hard you awoke 
Finally realizing what happened, you feel the sweat 


all over your body 


—turning cold 


Jealous dreams bring to mind painful thoughts 
that you thought you had pushed away 
Confused, but how did she feel when 
the artificial union of the phone— 


“TAKE” 


by James Lopez 


—rings 


Jake walked into the apartment real late last night, he had 
some kind of hot date or something of the kind. Anyway, | had 
been quite upset at him for some time now, after him going and 
pegging Tracy like he did, it wasn’t the best thing I’d ever seen a 
friend do. Of course, he had been after her for quite a while 
now, and | sort of felt a bit of pity for him because Tracy ain’t 
the hardest chic I’ve ever seen to try to peg. Anyway, | still ex- 
pected more from a guy who had done so much with me, God, 
we must have gotten screwed up countless times together, good 
friends don’t pull shit like that on each other, even if Tracy is 
both easy and extremely delectable. 


| was tired when he opened the door, I’d been playing forty- 
five minute sets and the crowd was a big pain in the ass. | don’t 
know how many times | had to stop the music ‘cause some jerk- 
off wanted to fight. If | had been in a violent mood, man, | prob- 
ably would have hospitalized one of them pricks with a ‘‘guitar- 
to-the-head” condition. 


So, anyways, here comes Jake strolling in after having pegged 
Tracy for God-knows how many hours, drops his smelly leather 
jacket on the floor, walks to the fridge, opens a beer, walks to 
the table, puts the beer down without drinking it, walks right 
next to where I’m laying bummed-out on the sofa, puts his head 
down, and washes the carpet with the residue of his night on the 
town. Then to top it off, man, he falls asleep, scratch that, 
passes out, in it. Then he woke up before | did in the morning, 
and left it there with the pretty imprint of his smiling face look- 
ing at me. Man, | tell you, | was already bummed out from what 
had happened with that tiger-woman bitch plus the fact that | 
had just found out that he had been pegging Tracy, and there 
I’m left having to pick up his alcoholic refuse. What a buddy. 


I’ve been down for a few months now, my writing ain’t going 
nowhere. You know, it’s the ol’ ‘“Man, this is great stuff, with 
this far-out writing, man, you ought to be on the top of the 
charts” condition that breeds no results. Then you know that 
they turn around and talk about what a crazy intellectual type 
you are and how you’re really just a bummed out musician who 
ain’t got a pot to piss in now and you won't have a pot to piss in 
twenty years from now, you'll just always be a stoned guitar 
player playing forty-five minute sets to assholes who want to 
kick your ass ‘cause you’re strange and you look funny and they 
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think you’re on drugs and probably a homosexual ‘cause they 
got hangups ‘cause their wives are fat and won’t touch ‘um 
‘cause they smell like booze and walk in the doors of their 
houses after having pegged some cheap prostitute and then 
leave the refuse of their night on the town in their expensive 
porcelain toilets. 


You know, man, the world is just full of Jakes, they don’t care 
about the condition of life. There are poor ones and there are 
rich ones. The poor ones drink themselves into oblivion because 
they don’t like themselves nor the world that brought them up 
to think the way they do and the rich ones feel the same way, 
but they have a double problem ‘cause they have to keep up a 
facade about what kind of successful people they are, so they 
buy nice cars and send their kids to fancy private schools and 
keep their wives satisfied without having to touch them by buy- 
ing them furs when actually they’d just rather peg prostitutes 
and throw up on the sofa and piss their money away on booze 
so they wouldn’t have to keep their smiling masks glued to their 
faces. Then they could show what slimy son-of-a-bitches they 
really are and die like a bum in the gutter like they’ve been 
dreaming to do since the day they were born. 


Meanwhile, the world gets worse day by day and war 
machinery keeps getting built by the same middle-aged men 
who have the Jake idea of self-destruction but don’t concern 
themselves with those of the race that want to continue living. 
They call us the ones who want the world to end because we are 
the pessimists and call the bluff on all those assholes who pick 
fights in bars because they’re just a bunch of pussies that are 
afraid of their wives, when we are actually the ones who want 
to live and that is why we do the things we do and look the way 
we look, instead of getting stuck on the treadmill that they are 
on. 


Then | feel like a hypocrite ‘cause here | am, man, writing 
hours a day on a ragged out old typewriter ‘cause | can’t afford 
a new one, talking radical bullshit and wishing that | was 
famous. You know what I’m talking about, | talk like | don’t give 
a damn about money, | criticize those lovers of it that live like a 
bunch of Jakes except dressed in tuxedoes and | am actually 
trying to get to the same road of repulsive affluence. Is this 
what life is about? 


To the Poet 


(anonymous) 


To the poet 
every white page is a temptation 
To the paper 
every tempted poet is a sinner 
To the pen 
paper is greed that gets credit over and over again 
To the mind 
the pen is a reflection of the production-measured society 
To the society 
the mind is a terrible thing to waste 


So in order for the poet, the paper, the pen, the mind, and 
the society to be pleased, we sit and stare at blank paper until 
something “creative” is found. But the creativity, the true 
creativity, stays right in the head where it belongs. For creativity 
does not want to be a part of the subjective trash we call 
“poetry.” 


Inquisition 


by Sam Youakim 


The God of love and peace has died. 

The lover of God and love has lied. 

The girl of light is a blackened corpse. 

The bite of her stare is the almighty force. 

The air is black, or an unseen shade 

That the God of death has finally made 

To cool the hearts of the men on fire. 

“To the gallows with them! Bring some wire!”’ 

Cry the lovers of God behind the table. 

Lovers who live in the tower of Babel. 

All change is evil, they have shown at last. 

“We must forever repeat the past.” 

“Thank you for that wisdom, more wisdom please.” 
“Not until you’ve been burned and rid of disease!” 
The men in black, and just a little white, 

Rule the day to love the night. 

And the girl of light is under control. 

She and His lover have taken a stroll. 

Their humanitarian effort is to find disease 

And force all evil to get down on His knees. 

Then the girl and her lover will walk off in the night 
For they know what is Love and what is right. 
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So, anyways, Jake came back about three in the afternoon 
and he didn’t say a word, hell, he was probably out pegging ol’ 
Tracy again. | wasn’t mad in a violent sense so | didn’t bother to 
make any comments, so he made the first. 


“Hey, look man, I’m really sorry about what | did last night, 
afterall we’ve been buddies for too long for me just to dick you 
like | did.” 


Being the human that | was | didn’t lose my chance to get 
some cheap revenge so | said, ‘So, was Tracy a good lay, | never 
found her really enthralling.” 


He got really pissed when | said that. He threw the half- 
drunken beer he had in his hand up against the wall and yelled, 
“Why the hell are you getting on my ass for, man. Here | come 
in apologizing and you start attacking me below the belt. | don’t 
know what your fucking problem is, but the reason you prob- 
ably didn’t find her enthralling was because you’ re a lousy lover 
and you got so much of that intellectual shit worrying your god- 
damn head that you couldn’t do anything but talk about your 
shitty problems!’”’ 


| had a mixture of emotions running through my veins. | was 
pissed about his asshole remark about my sexual prowess and | 
felt like a dick because of the cheap remark | made about Tracy 
just to gain some revenge. The only thing that | could think to 
do was to put my head down on the table and start to laugh. It 
was just a slight giggle at first but then it turned into a madden- 
ing laugh that could have pierced a plate of glass. Tears began 
to flow out of my eyes and | rolled onto the floor, doubled up. | 
was laughing so hard that I didn’t realize the fact that Jake had 
walked out the door and left me there like a blubbering idiot. | 
say blubbering, ‘cause when | got up off of the floor the tears 
were of sorrow and my mucous had mixed with my tears and 
wet the top half of my shirt. 


That’s when | walked in the bathroom to clean myself up and 
found Jake’s wallet lying in front of the mirror. When | opened 
it, | found a picture of a woman in her late forties who had ob- 
viously seen a lot of heartache. She looked slightly like Jake 
and when | turned the picture around | found an inscription 
which read: ‘Jake, on your many adventures that | am sure that 
you are‘to encounter in your life, remember that there is 


something more to life than just having a good time. | know that 
you have seen your father do lots of things to the contrary, but 
that happy face you see on the outside is not the same face that 
controls from the inside. He would kill me if he knew | was go- 
ing to tell you this, but he has not been a man to me in many 
years. His ugliness on the inside controls all of his powers on the 
outside, and that is why he does the things he does. He is 
miserable, and, if | don’t ever see you again, | want you to 
remember, DON’T BE MISERABLE, LIVE.” 


Love, MOM 


And that is when it hit me. All those assholes weren’t born 
that way, they became that way. There is something out there 
that tells men to please themselves because there is no tomor- 
row and when they find out there is a tomorrow they realize 
that it is already too late and that they are too miserable and 
too ignorant and thus have nothing else to do but peg pros- 
titutes and throw up on the rug and pick fights with weird- 
looking musicians because they are envious of the fact that 
they don’t have a chance to start again. And even though they 
smile on the outside in hope that they can at least get out of this 
world in peace, they constantly cry on the inside because the 
anxiety eats them alive. And they don’t realize that it’s NOT too 
late because they’ve repressed themselves so long that they 
can’t see past the day after tomorrow and end up wallowing in 
the horror of their failures until the day that they die and a 
bunch of hypocritical fellow failures talk about how much they 
miss him when actually behind their facade they wish they 
could switch places with him and rid themselves of their can- 
nibalistic anxieties. And the world goes on, and it makes more 
war machinery so that they can have an excuse to destroy 
themselves and reach a certain perverted peace. They all have 
forgotten that they could have made a change and that the 
birth of a meaningless life takes place at death. And that is why 
the man who makes billions in making missiles is miserable, not 
because of WHAT he is building but WHY he is building them. 


That is why Jake ran his car off the bridge. He was on the 
road to ‘Miserable City” and according to the instructions of 
his wise mother, took the first exit ramp off. 


Rest in Peace, ol’ buddy. @ 
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Living in the Windmill 


The Fowl Gentleman 


by Jeff Sims 


by Wurflemmish (a coalition of students wishing to remain anonymous) 


Towering soldier, man on a horse 
Going to kill the enemy force. 
There’s a man on the other side 

Same attitude; won’t run and hide. 


One army sweeps north, one sweeps south. 
Cities disappear in the war’s mouth. 
I’m just grinding wheat for my lunch. 
I’m real fat but | just sit and munch. 


Round and round go the blades. 
Round and round the price is paid. 
Round and round, no concessions made. 
How to survive? can we be saved? 


We're living in the windmill 
Sitting on the windowsill 
Living in the windmill 
Eat until we’ve had our fill. 
Living in the windmill 
Never going to kill a man again. 


Destroyed cities litter the plains. 

A million soldiers, zero brains. 

Maniacal leaders in blind trust 
Maraud and plunder, destroy they must. 


But we are safe and we are free 
For we have killed Don Quixote. 
We are up safe above the street 
And our mill continues to grind our wheat. 


Palindromes 


by Mark Thomas 


Liver, Evil Ed’s Tao banana boats deliver evil. 


Did | dog a Toyota, God? | did. 


As | soared so high and free, 
A flock flew by beside me. 


My mind content, my vision clear, 
| aimlessly drifted above a mere. 


A shot rang out from down below, 
From which direction | do not know. 


A flash again within the lake, 
A hunter’s form — no mistake. 


He fired again, the bullet did sing, 
| tried to escape, but it clipped my wing. 


| plummeted quickly down to the weeds, 
A nose-dive | did to water and reeds. 


| lay there stunned in water and dirt. 
A man to my rescue, seeing | was hurt. 


He was gentle and kind, not of much wealth, 
He helped fix my wing; he nurtured my health. 


Back to his cabin he took me with pride. 
His wife met him there next to his side. 


The man was pleased and began to boast; 
He cut off my head for that evening’s roast. 


The Game of Life 


by Brian Caplinger 


The nations stood now, waiting for the trumpet to be heard. 
All was deathly still, except for the silent soaring of vultures 
which patiently waited for their meals. On the left rise waved 
the banner of the white sun and on the right, the banner of the 
black moon. Between the two was an empty valley where the 
rodents sensed the rising static in the air and scurried for their 
burrows. 


The white king lifted his hand, and the white army drew their 
swords which glinted in the sunlight. The king dropped his hand; 
and a white, rushing wave surged forward and down into the 
valley. The black army roared and, raising their swords, charged 
down towards the oncoming white wave. 


The two met in the valley; swords clashed and shields 
clanged as they deflected fatal blows. The black roar grew 
stronger, and the white wave fell back. Like a child chasing the 
waves of the sea, the black ran after it. 


When all seemed lost for the white sun, a second white wave 
flowed over the rise. Shouts rose from the white while the black 
roar turned into screams of terror. The black wave ebbed with 
the white nipping at its heels. The black dropped like flies, and 
soon there were only black carcasses left in the valley. The 
white now charged up the opposing rise, and the banner of the 
black moon fell. 


With this, the two players rose from the gameboard and went 
on with their lives. 


Three panes Borenee | Had Your Heart 


Il 
This is the song of the boy: Syicemasnerens 


Tears as signs to show the pain 

And make her feel alone in the rain 
But she knows better than to cry along 
To help him in his crying song 

To let him see that she really cares 

Is to shed the power her teasing snares 


| had your heart, and 

You had mine. 

Funny they’ve never been returned. 

Maybe that’s a sign. 

Missing you to each love song | hear, 
Memories flow a flood, tear by tear. 

What was it you said? 

Absence makes the love grow fonder? 

Well it’s no surprise, then, 

That | only see our love getting stronger. 

Day by day, minute by minute, 

Longing fills the day, sorrow helped begin it. 
Dreams that are full of you and I, 

But they’re happy ones, and we're together, 
Not letting life so unfairly pass us by. 

We have an opportunity, 

One that few people share. 

We have the gift of love for each other, 

The ability to care. 

| need you near me. 

| want no other. 

Can’t you hear me? 

Can’t our hearts hear each other? 

| will keep your heart, and you mine. 

Of each other we are a part, by loving design. 
It will not simply “pass,” or leave, or transfer. 
True love lasts forever and this you can’t deter. 
Please don’t cut me off, don’t try to avoid; 
Else the heart that you hold will be destroyed. 
Day by day, minute by minute, 

Longing fills the day, sorrow helped begin it . . . 


This is the song of the girl: 
Watch him cry and bleed inside 
To try to make her eyes confide 
Her head laughs and she begins to think 
If she led him; her eyes must blink 
No she had not, she knew for sure 
Her intentions were clearly pure 


This is the song of a God: 
My children | am crying 
The hearts | created are painfully dying 
Worse than war or a stab in the back 
The blood shed here is not red, but black 
For black is empty as My love between them 
And black is full of lies sown in him 
The lies have spilled, the anger flared 
And deep within, but one is scared 
There is no balance on the scales of love 
And peace within is an injured dove 
The swing must break and he will fall 
But she will be saved by her own yellow wall 
For all the pain that must be felt 
| am sorry the cards were dealt 
| hope that no more blood will spill 
He staring at blades on the window sill 


“Knot This, but Hayre!”’ 


by Pete Winders and Mark Thomas 


Early in the morning, when the goo is on the eye, 

My mumpsimus trailer-owner shoots his own sort of goo 
As he bathes his tiger’s toes in alabaster wine. 

Oh, | think he’s fine, this chyme unfavored fool 

Who sucks his screws before they’re driven 

Through this poodle of mine. 

His dogged breath is wrapped in bile, 

Esophagus spazzing — let’s not smile! — 

Eyeballs rolling down the hall into these lips of mine. 
Oh, be calm, thou mumpsimus ketchup-bather— 

The screws are driving guffaws from me— 

This man’s adjudicating bile-wrapped beans 

That chortle at the pickle. 


Beethoven’s back in beguilement’s bile 
Meant for matriculation of mitoesis 
(Severed by hypothermia’s enclosurement toward waffle-breath). 


Smile upon me, buttocks— the verticle smile; 
Breathe my mist of urine. You're in the running 
With my perineum and my CARPEL TRAPEZIUM!!! 
Any my desire to mince Indian maidens’ feet 

Into toes of fiberglass; we'll stain them 

And build a church. Fovea Centralis, Tara. 


| guess it’s time we should say good-bye. 
Yes, | guess it is. 

Will you think of me? 

Yes, | will. 

| so will think of you. 

| hope you write. 

| will. 

| hope you know. 

| do. 


Because. 


by Mark Thomas 


What will you think of when strangers pass you on this street corner? 


| will think of strangers passing silently. 
And | of the fun we had. 
The fun we have. 


What will you think of when the sun reveals the wet morning grass? 


| will think of you. 

Why? 

Because. 

What will you think of when you see my face? 

| will think of P.T.A. meetings and grade school. 
Why? 

Because that’s the way it was. 

My mother was in the P.T.A. 

Your mother wore a long dress and a lot of make-up. 
She was divorced. 

Why? 

| don’t know. 

Take it easy. 

Keep in touch. 

Have fun. 
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Don’t forget. 

Forget what? 

The poem. 

| understand. 

Let the sunrise catch your face. 
When? 

Whenever. 

Whenever? 

Whenever you need it. 
Why? 

Because. 

Good-bye. 

Farewell. 

Que sera, sera. 

Will we meet? 

It would spoil the moment. 
Bus is coming; door is opened. 
Be strong. 

Take it easy. 

| will miss you. 

Why? 

Because. 

But why? 

Just because. 

What if | see you? 

Don’t say anything. 

Why? 

Just because. 


drawing by Kitt Tittiranonda 
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